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Cheerful, as that aspect at this world's finishing,

When Cherubims clapp'd wings, and th' Sons of Heav'n did sing;

Chaste as th' Arabian bird, who all the air denies,                   u

And ev'n in flames expires, when with herself she lies.

Oh! she 5s as kind as drops of new fall'n April showers,

That on each gentle breast spring fresh perfuming flowers;

She 's constant, gen'rous, fix'd, she 's calm, she is the ail         15

We can of virtue, honour, faith, or glory call,

And she is (whom I thus transmit to endless fame)

Mistress o' th' world and me, and LAURA is her name.

A DIALOGUE

LUTE  AND VOICE

Lute.   Sing, Laura, sing, whilst silent are the spheres,
And all the eyes of heaven are turn'd to ears.

Voice. Touch thy dead wood, and make each living tree
Unchain its feet, take arms, and follow thee.

Chorus

Lute.   Sing.    Voice. Touch.  0 touch.    Lute. 0 sing:          5

Both.   It is the soul's, soul's sole offering.

Voice. Touch the divinity of thy chords, and make

Each heartstring tremble, and each sinew shake,

Lute.   Whilst with your voice you rarefy the air,

None but an host of angels hover here.                      10

Chorus
Lute.   Sing.    Voice. Touch, etc.

Voice. Touch thy soft lute, and in each gentle thread

The lion and the panther captive lead.
Lute.   Sing, and in heav'n enthrone deposed Love,

Whilst angels dance, and fiends in order move.         15

Double Chorus
What sacred charm may this then be

In harmony,
That thus can make the angels wild,

The devils mild,

And teach low hell to heav'n to swell,                      20

And the high heav'n to stoop to hell?